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Lindsay blinked in the half life. She 
was awake and she had been dream-. 
ing. Parts of the dream were there in 
her conscious mind still: vivid, in sharp 
focus, more real than the reality of her 
bedroom in the pre-dawn half light. A 
distinctly disturbing, scary sort of 
dream, or at least the bits she could 
remember. Frightening. And sexy too. 
Not actual sex but sexy all right. Lind- 
say swallowed. Her mouth was dry. 
She shifted her body in the bed. She 


was sweating too. She made a little 
moaning sound. 


“What...? What time is it?’ 


Simon’s muffled voice. She had woken 
him. Or perhaps he was already awake, 
while she had been having her dream. 
Lindsay didn’t normally dream. Not to 
remember anything at least. Certainly 
nothing like this. Turning her head she 
focussed her eyes on the bedside clock. 


*Ohhhh...Five to six. Did I wake you?’ 


“Yes. You were writhing about. Hav- 
ing a sexy dream?’ Simon’s hand came 
across to her boobs. ‘Someone screw- 
ing you perhaps. A bloke with a great 
big whang on him. And you were lov- 
ing it.’ 


Lindsay gave a low laugh. ‘I don’t have 
dreams like that. Not that I can 
remember at least.’ She groaned. ‘I was 


dreaming, though. I never have dreams 
or not that I can remember. But this 
one...it was really scary. It was really 
happening. It was so real.” 


‘A bloke screwing you?” 


‘No. But it was...a man doing things 
to me. Two men. Smartly dressed in 
suits and ties. And I was...’ 


Lindsay was in a skimpy sports outfit. 
Brief white shorts and a matching 
sleeveless top, plus tennis shoes and 
white ankle socks. No underwear, that 
was all. She was ultra-conscious of the 
fact that she had no underwear on: no 
knickers under the brief shorts; no bra 
under the thin top. Her unconstrained 
boobs jouncing under the single layer 
of thin material; the unfettered cheeks 
of her bottom likewise freely jiggling. 
Not now because she was standing still, 
at attention, but moments before, waik- 
ing, or marching in fact, along the 
corridor... 


“March, Miss. You march. Smart. No 
slouching. Shoulders back. Those tits 
out. Left...Right...Left.. Understand?” 


The man, the guard, had marched close 
behind her. Lindsay had done her best, 


marching stiff-armed, unfettered boobs 
and bottom jouncing and jiggling. Part 
of the time the man had his two hands 
clasping the jiggling cheeks of her bot- 
tom. ‘Left...Right...Left...Right...’ 


The room was a kind of gym. Wall bars 
on one wall, and exercise apparatus. 
An exercise cycle. Also a more 
primitive wooden horse, more like a 
carpenter’s saw-horse than a vaulting 
horse. Have I got to vault over that? 
She wondered. Standing to attention 
now, nothing moving except now and 
then a surreptitious flicker of her eyes 
and the movement of her chest, her tits, 
with her breathing. The guard was 
gone now. 


‘Don’t move an inch, Miss. Not a mus- 
cle. Stay at attention until he comes for 
you. OK?’ His eyes had searched into 
hers. While a bit lower his hand fondl- 
ed the unbrassiered tits. She had look- 
ed straight ahead, trying not to blink 
her eyes. Her voice trembling: “Yes, 
I understand.’ 


His hand had slid down. To the crotch 
of the thin shorts. Taking hold of her 
pussy. ‘Don’t even bat an eyelid.’ His 
face close now. He was young, not 
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much older than herself probably, with 
sort of rough, peasant-like features that 
went with his uneducated voice. He 
laughed, and squeezed her pussy. Then 
he was gone, his boots ringing on the 
bare floorboards. 


So she was alone now. At attention, 
waiting. For the man in the suit. 
Sometimes it was him and another one 
as well, two men in dark suits. Lind- 
say thought: if I knew that then I’ve 
been in here before. So I must know 
what’s going to happen? She strained 
her mind. But mostly it was the one 
man. And sometimes of course there 
was the other girl. Also brought in by 
a guard. The two of them, both blondes 
and both in the brief white sports out- 
fits. The other girl also with no 
underwear. Lindsay knew that 
because... 


‘I think there was another girl as well.’ 
Lindsay straining her mind to reach:in- 
to the shadows. There were those 
bright, adamantine parts unfaded even 
though she was now fully awake but 
there were other parts of the dream 
hazy, out of focus, that she could 


almost touch with her fingertips but not 
get any sort of grip on. ‘I think...’ 
Another girl? Dressed like herself, that 
brief dazzling-white outfit... 


‘What happened? In your dream?’ 
Simon’s hand had slid down. He was 
properly awake too now, and no doubt 
getting ideas...Lindsay pushed the hand 
away. She didn’t want it, not right now. 
She was still trying to get hold of those 
tantalising, hazy parts. They were there 
just below the surface in her head and 
if she could get hold of them, to link 
together the bright, sharp bits that were 
so clear...what then? Some of the 
bright bits were scary enough and if she 
could see the rest...it would be a real- 
ly scary dream and it was better to 
forget it. Or try to. 


‘What happened?’ Simon persisted. 
‘What did he do? This bloke. He didn’t 
screw you?’ 


‘I don’t know.’ Because maybe he did 
in a part she couldn’t remember. What 
did he do? ‘He...cut my things off. This 
sort of tennis outfit I was wear- 
ing...Well not really cut them off 
but...cut parts of them. Cut holes. So 
that my boobs could stick out through 


the holes. I didn’t have a bra on.’ 


* * * 


She was alone today. The other girl 
hadn’t been brought in today. Ingrid. 
Was she German? Or Swedish? She 
had an accent. Lindsay had heard the 
accent when she answered him, Mr 
Brown, or the other one, the younger 
one, Mr Greenaway. “Yes Sir.’ ‘No 
Sir.” A German sort of accent. But 
Lindsay hadn’t actually spoken to the 
girl, Ingrid. They were not allowed to 
speak when they were in here together. 


Sometimes they would be here alone 
after the guards had brought them in, 
standing at attention waiting for Mr 
Brown or Mr Greenaway but they had 
been warned not to talk to each. other. 
Not to move a muscle and not to speak. 
The guard said ifthey even whispered 
it would be heard. Lindsay wanted to 
talk to her, to know where she came 
from, how long she had been here. Had 
she simply been collected from her 
home, like Lindsay herself had? From 
her husband. If she had a husband. She 
was young but not too young to be mar- 
ried. She could be Lindsay’s age. 
Twenty two. With a husband perhaps 
of 24. Like Simon... 


Lindsay thought of Simon. “Don't 
worry about your husband,” they had 
said. “He knows you've got to go away. 
For your treatment. And of course you 
can write.’ She had written. Several let- 
ters now. In that little room, or in the 
garden. But there was no way of know- 
ing whether Simon had got the letters. 
She had to give them to the guard. He 
might just throw them away. Read 
them, grinning to himself and then 
throw them away. Certainly there had 
been no letter from Simon. 


She flickered her eyes towards the win- 
dow. Not moving, apart from the brief 
flicker of her eye muscles. The little 
section of the garden that you could 
see. The sun was shining, it would be 
a lovely summer’s day out there. The 
flowers blooming. Bees droning. 
Perhaps she would be allowed out there 
later. After all he had come in to see 
her. Mr Brown. Or perhaps both of 
them. Her morning session? How long 
now since the guard had brought her 
in? Five minutes? That guard who had 


sort of frog-marched her along the cor- 


ridor, his body pressed hard up against 
her back, and then holding her bottom 
in his two hands. In her room he had 
looked greedily. Coming briskkly in 
and turning on the light and pulling 


back her bedcover. Looking greedily. 
Pushing her hands away as she tried to 
cover parts of her nude body. ‘None 
of that. I want a look. It’s time for your 
shower, Miss. In a minute...” 


She was still trying to remember, to 
piece together the parts of the dream. 
‘Don’t, Simon...’ Simon had lost in- 
terest in the dream. For the moment at _ 
least. His mind was now fully on 
something else. That something else. 
He took her hand and slid it down. For 
her to take hold of his erect penis. “Was 
it bigger than this? In your dream. Was 
it?’ 


‘Don’t. I told you there wasn’t that. Or 
not in the part I can remember. He cut 
my clothes. This tennis outfit. In the 
front. So that my boobs stuck out. 
And...cut the bottom out of the shorts. 
Two big circles. So that...on each side 
of my bottom...Look...Simon, 
please...I don’t really...’ 


“Of course you do. Especially after 
you've woken me up with your sexy 
dreams. How do you manage to dream 
such things, darling? It's got to be in 
your mind for you to dream it. Your 
subconscious has got to be busy think- 
ing about these things to dream them...’ 


He was getting over on top of her. 
Lindsay didn’t really want to. There 
was something in the dream that made 
her not want to. Maybe she had had to 
in the dream. Hadn’t wanted to but had 
to. Was there something...? Being in 
bed and looking up. At a...grinning 
face...No, she couldn’t remember. She 
could remember in the room, the gym 
sort of place. And the man with the 
scissors. That was crystal clear. The 
scissors making an insertion, and then 
four cuts, like a cross. And then cut- 
ting out the four pieces so that there 
was a circle, for her boob to stick out. 
And then the other side. Her other 
boob. Standing at attention while he did 
it. If you didn’t stay at attention, if you 
moved so much as a muscle...What? 
What would happen? 


‘Oh Simon...” But Lindsay didn’t 
argue. She didn’t want an argument. 
Even though she didn’t really feel like 
it. What she wanted to do was think 
about the dream. If she concentrated 
she was sure she could pull out more 
of the hazy parts. Even though they 
might be really unpleasant, worse than 
the bits she could remember, Lindsay 
felt the compulsion to do it. Would she 
perhaps dream it again? Or had she 
dreamt it? Lindsay had a vague feel- 


10 


ing that she had had this dream before; 
only it hadn’t before been retained in 
her conscious mind. 


‘She thought of what Simon had said: 
if you dreamed something it meant that 
your mind had been thinking about it, 
working on it, it was all there in your 
head. That was probably true, she 
thought; the whole dream was there in 
her head, perhaps for her to dream 
again and again. This whole dream that 
was frightening and scary. Scary and 
sad. Because...she was taken away 
from Sinon. Scary and sad. And sexy. 
Sexy things being done to her all the 
time. 


‘Oh Simon...’ she breathed. He was 
doing it now and it was hurting just a 
bit because she hadn’t really been in 
the mood. That man in the dream. She 
struggled for his name. He had a name 
in the dream. There were two of them 
and they both had...sort of ordinary 
English names. Had they...one of them 
perhaps...done...what Simon was now 
doing...? 


Lindsay is in the garden. Sitting on a 
rustic seat by the rose arbour, the sweet 
and heady scent of the climbing roses 
wafting down about her. It is a warm 
and still afternoon under a cloudless 
sky: a perfect afternoon. Opposite is 
the large house, and the window of that 
room, the gym, where earlier, this 
morning...Lindsay had her session. 
With Mr Brown. But that is over now: 
the session with Mr Brown and also 
afterwards, the guard coming to col- 
lect her, to march her back along the 
corridor in his unpleasant way and then 
also to be unpleasant in her room. ‘Get 
those things off. What's left of "em.” 
The mutilated top and shorts. 


But that is over. For the moment at 
least. There is only the beautiful garden 
on this lovely afternoon. The guards 
are not allowed out here: presumably 
because there is a high wall and the 
door in it is always locked they are not 
thought necessary out here. Lindsay is 
in a fresh outfit. Similar to the other 
one, a white top and shorts, but not 
with parts cut out. What will happen 
to that cut-up one that the guard took 
away? Do they destroy them? There are 
so many things that Lindsay doesn’t 
know about this place. If she could talk 
to Ingrid...to see what Ingrid knows. 
But that is not allowed. They are not 
allowed out here in the garden at the 
same time. 


Where is Ingrid now? Having a session 
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in the gym perhaps? With the light 


reflecting from the window you can't 
see. Or Ingrid could be in her room. 
Lindsay’s eyes scan the part of the 
house she can see, where it is not hid- 
den by the leafy greenery of trees. But 
she anyway doesn’t know which is In- 


grid’s room, it could be on the other: ' 


side of the. house.. Most of those 
upstairs windows are of rooms which 
Lindsay knows nothing about; she has 
been taken along the corridor but the 
` doors are always closed. Ingrid’s room 
could be one of them. Perhaps right 
now she is in there, suffering the 


unpleasant attention of one of the: 
guards: Lindsay has observed that they © 


act towards Ingrid in exactly. the same 

: way as to herself. She. shivers. She 
herself will presumably get more of it 
when she has to go back in: Lindsay 
turns her head away. And sees... 


Mr Brown. Walking towards her 
across the lawn. She feels a sudden 
surge of panic. Should she perhaps be 


inside; perhaps the garden is off-limits - 


- today? But there is nothing to do, ex- 
cept sit still. As he approaches. 


‘Hello, Lindsay.’ 


-Mr Brown sits down beside her on the 
: rustic seat. He has an amiable look on 
his face:so perhaps there is no need to 
panic. But on the other hand he can 
have an amiable look in the gym. When 


he is telling Lindsay, or it could be’ 
Lindsay and Ingrid, to get over er 


horse. For a caning. 
‘A lovely afternoon, Lindsay.’ 


‘Yes Mr Brown. The garden is 
beautiful.” She smiles a little uncertain» 
ly at him. Mr Brown has put his hand 
on her bare thigh. The touch-of his 
hand on her bare flesh is a reminder 


of this morning — and other mornings: 
— in the gym: His hands on her flesh - 


— and then the cane on her flesh too. 
Lindsay pushes those thoughts out of 
her head: that is the gym and the gym 
is a different world from out here in 
the garden. 


“You seem to be settling down nicely, 
Lindsay. Getting used to the routines 
here. Doing very well in fact. I’m 
` pleased with you: 


She feels a little flush of pleasure at 
“Yes Sir. 


these words of approval. 
Thank you Sir.’ Mr Brown gives Lin- 


day’s warm thigh a squeeze. He is in 


a good mood, pleased with her. Now 


would be the time to ask him. Allthose - 


questions. How long has she got to 
stay. When will she be able to go back 


12 


` Brown gazing at her pussy..: 


. to Simon. And is Simon getting her let- 


ters...because she has written...it must 
be three or four....with no answer and 
she suspects the guard may be throw- 
ing them away or destroying her let- 


ters. Those questions —-and a hundred : 


more. But...Mr Brown’s approval 
could quickly disappear if Lindsay 


begins asking a lot of questions. She - 


is not supposed to ask questions, she 
can remember that being forcefully 
spelled out when she was first brought 
here. How long ago was that...? 


“Yes. I'm pleased with you. Lindsay. 
You are doing very well. Obedient and 


disciplined, and those are the qualities 


` we want. I’m sure you're going to be 


a success. 


A success? What does that mean? The ` 


hand on Lindsay’s thigh squeezes 


again. “Yes, it’s a lovely afternoon. So 
warm. Why don’t you get some more ۰ 


sun. Mmmm? Take your shorts off.’ 


Lindsay glances at him. Moistens her 
lips, then nods. ‘Yes. Yes Sir. I will.’ 
The thought briefly crosses her mind: 
Was I always like this: obedient — and 
disciplined, as Mr Brown says. Cow- 
ed in fact. But then before, before she 


` was brought here, there wasn’t the gym 


and what happens there. That is awfully 
effective in instilling discipline in a 


young woman. The thought trails ۰ 


away. Lindsay’s hands are at the waist 
of her shorts.. At the zip. Sliding it 
down. And then sliding down the 
shorts, to slip them off over first one 
shoe and then the other. Holding the 
shorts in her hand, and standing straight 
before him. Mr Brown is looking at her 
pussy. - . 


“Does that feel better?” 


“Yes,” she says. “Yes Sir.” But it 
doesn't in fact feel better; it is not plea- 
sant standing showiñg herself to Mr 
Brown like this. Even though Lindsay 


“has to do it in the gym: standing nude < 


in front of both Mr Brown and Mr 
Greenaway,*being caned and tawsed in 
the nude by one or both of them. And 
also the guards: she has to strip in her 
room for whichever guard has come for 
her or taken her back. But 
nonetheless...standing here in the 
garden with no shorts on and Mr 
is not nice. 


“Take the top off too,” he tells her. 


Lindsay obediently does it. Slipping the ` 


white top off over her head. So that she 
is now nude apart from socks and ten- 


. nis shoes. Standing erect and straight 
in front of him again, her eyes look- 


ing straight ahead. Everything is on ' 


-show now: Lindsay’s full but firm tits, 


her pussy; and round behind and equal- 


ly exposed is her bottom which still 


shows signs of this morig s caning. 


‘Come closer,” Mr Brown murmurs. 
‘And turn round.” 


His hand caresses the cheeks with those 
tell-tale stripes, faded somewhat but 
still in evidence. Marks put there with 
Mr Brown's cane an hour or so earlier. 
Stroking, he asks about the «staff. Mr 
Brown means the guards. They are not 
called guards but that is clearly what 
they are: those men — there seems to 
be three of them — in: khaki fatigues 
who are constantly around in the house. 
Conducting Lindsay and Ingrid to and 


- from their rooms and generally, it is 


clear, looking after security. Evident- 


ly making sure that. neither young 


‘woman gets any ideas about leaving. . 
Mr Brown asks if the staff — those men 
— are causing any problems. 


Lindsay bites her lip. Problems...she 
can guess what Mr Brown means. Pro- 
blems...harrassment in fact. 


Mr Brown continues blandly as his 
hand fondled Lindsay’s bare bottom. | 


. ‘I daresay there is a certain amount of 


interest from them. Having to deal with 


‘attractive young women, there is bound ' 


to be a certain amount of that, it is on- 
ly natural. But their presence is of 
course essential. You understand that, 
my dear?’ 


Mr Brown means that she or Ingrid 
might try to escape if they aren’t closely 
watched. And that therefore the things 
the guards do, that young one, the two 
older.ones, have to be accepted. 


Tm sure they don't make things im- 
possible, it’s not at all as bad as that.” 


His hand is still toying with-her bot- 
tom. What the guards do can seem 
close to impossible at times. In her 


- room. ‘You like it, Miss. Come on, 


you know you do.’ That cackling laugh 
as she struggles. ‘Come on ‘ere. That's * 
more like it...” But...what Mr Brown 
does, what he and Mr Greenaway do, 
in the gym. That is certainly close to 


‚Impossible at times. 


And now...it is not the gym, this is the 
garden, with the heady wafting scent 
of those gorgeous roses...but Mr 
Brown...is pulling Lindsay down over 
his lap.. Face-down, or more to the 
point bottom-up. So that Lindsay’s 
splendid rear, stingingly caned less than 
two hours ago, is squarely across Mr 
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Brown's trousered thighs. His hand 
fondles again...and then smacks. ‘A lit- 
tle more disciplinary training, Lind- 
say.’ The hand smacks again, con- 
siderably harder. ‘I’m sure a girl can’t 
have too much...’ 


* ok * 


Ingrid Stahlberg was in bed but not 
with her husband. Her sleeping com- 
panion was one of his business acquain- 
tances, an Englishman, George Por- 
ting. George was older than Ingrid, 45 
to her 23, and thus some eight years 
older than Lars Stahlberg. George was 
also rather corpulent and not the most 
handsome man in the world. Ingrid 
wondered at times whe she had said yes 
and gone to bed with him — apart from 
the fact that he had been extremely 06-۰ 
suasive, virtually from the moment he 
had first met her a month ago. It had 
taken all of two weeks for Ingrid to 
finally say yes and they had not in fact 
done it all that many times. Several 
afternoons but this was the first night, 
with Lars away on a business trip. Lars 
and Ingrid had a London house, a 
relatively expensive property in the 
Highgate area (the import-export 
business can be lucrative) and George 
had wanted to spend the night there — 
screwing Ingrid in her own bed for the 
first time would certainly provide ex- 
tra spice. But Ingrid had demurred at 
this and they were therefore in a hotel 
room. 


In the hotel bedroom Ingrid lay awake 
looking up at the dimly-seen ceiling. 
George was asleep making slight snor- 
ing sounds but Ingrid wasn’t really 
hearing those sounds. She was think- 
ing about her dream. Parts of it were 
amazingly vivid, virtually like nothing 
she had ever dreamt before. It was a 
disturbing dream; a sexy dream. She 
was having things done to her. In this 
sort of exercise room. 


There were two of them, herself and 
another girl. The other girl was English 
and presumably what was happening 
was here in England because the men 
— there were two men who were do- 
ing the things — spoke in English with 
proper English accents. Not like herself 
or Lars with, Ingrid knew, still quite 
pronounced Swedish accents although 
she was working on hers and was iin 
fact taking some more English lessons 
over here. In the dream she and the 
other girl were in white sports clothes. 
Brief shorts and tops. And nothing 
underneath; no underwear. They had 
been brought, separately, to this room 
and had to stand with their hands on 
their heads... 
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‘Stand up straight. ..and stick them out.’ 
Mr Greenaway ran his hand over In- 
grid’s tits which were nude under the 
thin top. “That's better. If you’ve got 
nice ones why not stick them out and 
let them be admired. Eh Ingrid?” 


Ingrid forced a half smile, to humour 
Mr Greenaway. You didn’t want him 
in a bad humour, not at the beginning 
of a session. It would be bad enough 
if he was in a good humour. And Mr 
Brown as well of course. Mr Brown 
was over at the cupboard. Getting out 
his cane probably. Oh God. That cane! 
Mr Brown was mostly always in the 
same mood, not so emotional as Mr 
Greenaway. Mr Brown just did it. Did 
whatever it was without seeming to be 
excited by it or anything. Mr 
Greenaway got excited, or seemed to. 
And also if you annoyed him, didn’t 
smile at his little jokes even if they 
weren’t funny, then he could be worse 
than usual. So...smile at his little 
jokes... 


Out of the corner of her eye Ingrid 
could see the English girl, Lindsay, 
standing to her right, also with her 
hands on her head. Lindsay was 
English but the two of them hadn’t 
spoken, they were not allowed to and 
were kept apart by the two men and 
those awful guards. Not being able to 
talk to anyone, apart from Mr Brown 
and Mr Greenaway and the guards, was 
like torture, almost as bad in its way 
as what happened here in this exercise 
room. If Ingrid could talk to Lindsay 
she could probably find out something 
because Lindsay was obviously in the 
same situation as herself. They could 
compare notes. Mr Brown and Mr 
Greenaway knew of course, they no 
doubt knew everything but they were 
not going to give any information. Mr 
Greenaway might pretend he would, if 
he was in a good mood, but in fact he 
wouldn’t and would only use any re- 
quest for information as an excuse for 
extra canings. As for the others, the 
guards, they probably knew nothing 
anyway. They were ignorant peasants 
simply here to keep an eye on them — 
and at the same time of course able to 
take advantage of their situation to do 
those things when they had her alone 
in her room. Ingrid had complained to 
Mr Greenaway but had only got an ex- 
tra caning for her trouble. 


But Ingrid anyway had a pretty good 
idea why she was here. Lars must have 
found out about George Porting. Found 
out that she’d been letting him screw 
her. This was her punishment: getting _ 
sent away to this place, wherever it 
was, to be taught a lesson. So that next 
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time she thought of straying from the 
proper wifely path Ingrid would think 
twice. She would remember this room 
and what happened here and the 
thought would be quite sufficient to en- 
sure that she never tried anything like 
that again. 


That was what Ingrid thought — and 
she assumed that Lindsay was here for 
something similar — but she had never 
been told it, nothing had been said. 
They had collected her from her house 
in the middle of the morning on the 
pretext that her passport needed check- 
ing. But it wasn't the Passport Office 
that Ingrid was taken to, it had been 
here: this big house with its exercise 
room and the little room where she was 
otherwise kept, and the large and 
beautiful garden at the rear with its high 
brick wall and locked gate so that there 
was no possibility of escape. No, 
nothing had been said...but Ingrid 
knew it was Lars who had sent her 
here. 


But if it was why wasn't she told? “You 
have been sent away and are being 
punished. You will be sent back when 
it is decided you have had enough.” 
Something like that. But nothing. 
Nonetheless she knew it was Lars. He 
had found out somehow. And George? 
Did he know what had happened, or 
where she was? Could he have possibly 
got together with Lars. Said it was all 
her fault, she had started it. When of 
course it wasn’t, it was him, kéeping 
on and on at her until finally, in 
desperation Ingrid wanted to throw 
herself down in front of Mr Brown and 
beg to be told, to have it confirmed. 
But she hadn’t, not yet at any rate. Mr 
Brown in his impersonal way was too 
scary. Ingrid had tried to obliquely 
raise it with Mr Greenaway; but he had 
shut her up...and given her another 
caning. 


“Are you dreaming, Miss?’ Mr 
Greenaway brought his face close, a 
few inches from Ingrid’s. At the same 
time his hand grabbed her tits through 
the thin cotton top. 


“N....No...No Sir.’ Ingrid had been 
running over things again in her mind. 
Trying to think how long she’d been 
in here now. She couldn't help it but 
it was not a good thing in the exercise 
room to think about anything else ex- 
cept the present and immediate future. 


“Yes Sir. Day-dreaming and then ly- 
ing about it. Get your things off, young 
woman. And then get on the bike. I 
want 20 minutes of really hard riding. 
And if it’s not really hard...’ 
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Ingrid yelped as Mr Greenaway’s 
fingers gave her boob a painful pinch. 
Gasping ‘Yes sir!’ she quickly began 
to strip off her top and then the shorts. 
Nude apart from the tennis shoes and 
socks she ran the few steps to the ex- 
ercise bike and climbed on. Twenty 
minutes and as hard as she could go. 
Oh God! Because if at any moment In- 
grid dropped marginally below all-out 
effort...there would be Mr 
Greenaway’s cane. Zapping in across 
her bare buttocks. Oh God. She push- 
ed at the pedals. Getting the bike wheel 
moving... 


X * * 


In the dream Ingrid was on an exercise 
bike. Peddling as hard as she could, as 
if it was going to tear her heart out, but 
it was still not fast enough and the man 
was caning her. Caning Ingrid’s bare 
bottom because she had had to strip off 
the skimpy outfit, the brief shorts and 
the top, and now was in just ankle socks 
and sports shoes on the bike. Her bare 
pussy in intimate contact with the 
sweat-wet leather saddle. And her bare 
bottom being brought into breath- 
stopping contact with the vicious, 
whippy cane. Every time the cane land- 
ed Ingrid let out a desperate yelp, she 
couldn’t help it, even though the man 
had told her that if she yelled out he 


would simply give her more strokes of 
the cane. And he was anyway going to 
keep caning her until she was going fif- 
ty per cent faster...which was quite 
impossible... 


The dream was so dreadful. And so 
vivid that it half felt as if she were still 
in it, it was still happening to her and 
for real. But it wasn’t, Ingrid was here 
in bed with George. Where...? Oh yes; 
the hotel. George Porting was here, 
next to her, making those slight snor- 
ing noises. Ingrid dug her elbow into 
him, annoyed that he should be 
peacefully sleeping while she had had 
that awful nightmare. And in fact he 
was probably the cause, it was probably 
guilt feelings at having done this, gone 
to a hotel with George, that had brought 
on that awful dream. In fact...was there 
something in the dream that she had 
been sent to that place because of what 
she’d done? Ingrid had a vague feel- 
ing about that but nothing definite that 
she could recall. Not like being on that 
exercise bike. Christ! 


She gave George another dig. 
“Wha...?’ 


“Wake up. Ihada really awful dream. 
Because of you. Making me come 
here.’ Ingrid thought briefly, guiltily, 
of Lars. He was better looking than 
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George and fitter, with a good body. 
Not like George Porting. So why had 
she...Because George had really gone 
for her was the answer. And in spite 
of his big belly he could really fuck. 
Like some sort of wild animal... 


“What sort of dream?” George was 
more or less awake but still gathering 
his senses. 


Ingrid told him. The bits she could 
remember. In that exercise room. On 
the exercycle. Being caned. ‘And it was 
your fault. I don’t have bad dreams. 
It was because you made me come 
here. I was feeling bad. Guilty.’ 


George slid his hand over her. He was 
fully awake now...and beginning to 
feel horny. Ingrid Stahlberg was a real- 
ly lovely piece. Acting cool and col- 
lected but once you got to her, under 
that controlled surface, really hot stuff. 
What Swedish women were supposed 
to be like in fact.’ 


His hand moved down to her pussy. 
“Being caned? On an exercise bike in 
the nude? That sounds like the sort of 
thing that would really turn some girls 
on. You’ll have to let me try it with 
you. Lars had got an exercise bike, 
hasn’t he?’ 


Ingrid made a wailing sound. ‘Don’t 
be bloody silly, George. I am not mak- 
ing jokes. I had a really bad dream. It 
was awful. Scaring. No...000....” 


But George was aroused now. Keen for 
another taste of what he’d brought In- 
grid Stahlberg here for. ‘Come on. You 
need it. If you’ve had a bad dream it’ll 
calm you down. Come on. It’s what the 
doctor ordered. Cock is the best tran- 
quilliser for a married woman.’ 


George wasn’t going to take no for an 
answer — after all wasn’t this what they 
had come here for? — and eventually 
he had his way. And Ingrid did feel bet- 
ter afterwards, more relaxed with the 
dream less immediate, less as if she was 
still in its clutches. But part of that feel- 
ing remained, as if the dream had 
seeped into her and was part of her 
now. She thought: I’m going to dream 
it again, I know Iam. And some of the 
parts that she couldn’t remember she 
knew were even worse. But at least she 
wouldn’t be dreaming it with George. 
Lars would be back today and tonight 
Ingrid would be in her own bed with 
her husband. Perhaps that would keep 
the dream away? 


* * * 
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The next night Lindsay Falmer had her 
dream again. She had been thinking 
about the dream all day; trying to recall 
more of it, though unsuccessfully, and 
also thinking that she was going to 
dream it again, tonight possibly, she 
was sure of it. And although Lindsay 
had been trying to recall more of the 
dream she was frightened of dreaming 
it again. Simon laughed when she voic- 
ed these fears. ‘It was only a dream. 
And anyway you won’t dream it again, 
it was probably something you ate that 
caused it.’ 


Simon was more concerned about get- 
ting Lindsay interested in sex. Maybe 
it was being reminded about Lindsay’s 
sexy dream but as soon as they were 
in bed he had the hots for her. ‘It'll 
relax you, it’ll stop you dreaming,’ he 
urged Lindsay when she was reluctant, 
her mind on other things. 


Would it? Lindsay allowed herself to 
be persuaded, and it did feel good, tak- 
ing her mind off the dream as she in- 
dulged in a little fantasy. A handsome 
stranger gave her a lift with her shop- 
ping from the supermarket and when 
they got back to her house...he insisted 
on a reward for his trouble. He insisted 
but at the same time Lindsay wasn’t 
reluctant. He made her bend over the 
kitchen table to do it. Lindsay came — 
in her fantasy and with Simon — but 
felt a bit guilty afterwards about the 
fantasy, and then started worrying 
about the dream again. But sex had 
relaxed her and she drifted off into 
sleep. 


When she awoke she had had the dream 
again. The same dream but a variation: 
or was she remembering a different 
part that she couldn't recall before? 
Lindsay shivered. This time the man 
— his name was Brown, that was the 
name she couldn't remember before — 
came to the house. Came here to their 
, house, it had been clearly recognisable. 
And then... 


* * * 


Lindsay opened the door. Wondering 
who it would be at this time of the mor- 
ning. Not the postman, it was not yet 
ten and he came later. No, it wasn’t the 
postman. It was... ` 


‘Hello,’ he said. ‘Mrs Falmer. Shall I 
come in?’ 


It was Mr Brown. And he was coming 
in. ‘Just a check up visit.” He was 
already in the hall. He closed the door 
himself. ‘How are you? No problems?’ 


Lindsay backed away, against the wall. 
Mr Brown came close. His hand came 
up to her tits, stroking them through 
her blouse. Lindsay was dressed in a 
blouse and skirt, with a pair of high 
heels; she had been planning on going 
out shopping shortly. Now she had the 
thought: I shouldn't be wearing this, 
.I should have... 


‘Shall we go through?’ Mr Brown said. 
Lindsay said an obedient, “Yes. Yes 
Sir.’ Her knees felt suddenly weak but 
she stepped forward. Mr Brown close 
behind her fondled Lindsay’s bottom 
as she led the way into the lounge. 
Vaguely she realised that he was car- 
rying something, a bag, in his other 
hand. 


‘It’s just a check-up,’ Mr Brown 
repeated once they were in the lounge. 
It was a plastic bag and he now took 
something out of it that made Lindsay 
catch her breath. And then something 
else that was also familiar. ‘Put it on,’ 
he told her. ‘Take your things off and 
put it on.’ He meant the sports outfit, 
the familiar white shorts and top. The 
other thing of course was the cane and 
Mr Brown had it in his hand, giving 
it a testing swish through the air. 


For a moment Lindsay felt numb, 
paralysed. All those memories flooding 
back. In the gym; with its wall bars, 
the exercise bike, the wooden horse 
that they.used for caning. Those things 
weren’t here now, in her own lounge 
— but Mr Brown was. With his cane. 
And the sports outfit. And now she had 
to...take all her clothes off...and put 
on the shorts and tops. And then she 
was going to be caned again. 


Lindsay felt weak, not in control of her 
limbs. But then, briefly meeting Mr 
Brown’s eye and looking away again, 
she began. Skirt and blouse. Her high 
heels (wondering vaguely about the 
tennis shoes and socks: did he have 
them here?) And then her 
underwear...because you never wore 
anything under the white shorts and 
top. Slipping off her bra and quickly 
pulling on the familiar white tee shirt; 
and then her knickers, to be replaced 
by the tight little shorts. Was she sup- 
posed to put the heels back on, in the 
absence of the tennis shoes? No... 


“That's good. Very nice. Does it feel 
good to have your outfit on again?’ Mr 
Brown’s hand was caressing Lindsay’s 
rear in the bottom-hugging shorts. He’ 
had transferred the cane to his left 
hand. Lindsay could already feel that 
cane slicing down onto her bare bot- 
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tom: because that was what this outfit 
meant. It meant the cane. 


“Y ...Yes Sir,’ she stammered. Did Mr 
Brown have a pair of scissors in his 
pocket, or in the plastic bag? Or would 
he perhaps ask to borrow a pair from 
her? So that he could cut out holes in 
the top, so that her boobs would stick 
out. And cut the seat: out from the 
shorts to bare the cheeks of her bot- 
tom...But Mr Brown hadn't always 
done that. Sometimes he had simply 
told her to take the top and shorts off. 
For a caning. Although now...Lindsay 
had only just put them on. 


Mr Brown was still toying with her bot- 
tom. ‘Good. And now we’ll give this 
a little reminder. Eh? I’m sure it’s been 
wanting it. Where shall we have you? 
Over the arm of the settee?’ 


No, Mr Brown wasn’t concerned about 
footware. Lindsay could stay barefoot. 
Nor did he want to do any cutting out 
of parts of her outfit. All it needed was: 
‘Slide the shorts down then, Mrs 
Falmer. And get over the arm...’ 


Gripping onto the arm, her face push- 
ed down in the brocaded settee’s seat. 
Lindsay’s bare bottom pushed up. Soft 
flesh, the twin hemispheres, offered up. 
All the other canings now rolling back 
into Lindsay’s mind. All of those at the 
gym. How long ago was that, since 
she’d been allowed to go home? Lin- 
day couldn’t remember. She should be 
able to remember...but somehow...she 
couldn’t. 


Crack!! 


Oh Jesus! Every other thought was 
abruptly driven from her mind. Lind- 
say’s bottom jerking, writhing, as if 
with a life of its own. The pain was red 
hot. Intense. She couldn’t remember it 
before being ever quite as bad as this... 


Crackk!!! 


A second one. A second horrendous 
stroke on top of the first on Lindsay’s 
soft and ultra-sensitive bare bottom. 
She felt sick. Perhaps she was going 
to be sick. 


Mr Brown’s voice: ‘Stand up. You can 
have a little break if you like. Take the 
shorts right off and you can walk 
around a bit if that will make it easier. 
And then...get down again...’ 


* * * 


‘I did dream it again,’ she said. ‘It 
was...even worse than before.’ 


“Worse?’ queried Simon. 


“Yes. It was here, in this house. Our 
own house. He came here...and can- 
ed me here. Not that gym place but 
right here. I had to wear the same out- 
fit and then...and then take the shorts 
off. He...he must have given me...I 
don’t know how many...’ Lindsay’s 
voice tailed off into sobs. 


Simon tried to comfort her. It was on- 
ly a dream. Nothing to worry about. 
“We all have funny dreams.’ But Lind- 


say wouldn't be consoled. It had been. 


so vivid it was like it was real. It was 
clear that Lindsay half thought it was 
real — that it had really happened, or 
perhaps was going to happen — though 
she wasn’t prepared to actually come 
out and say that, afraid Simon might 
laugh at her perhaps. 


And that was what Lindsay felt. Think- 
ing about it logicaly she knew it was 
ridiculous, but her feeling went beyond 
logical thought. She didn’t want Simon 
to go to work. Because that Mr Brown 
might come round after Simon had left, 
as he had in the dream. He might come 
round with his plastic bag containing 
those dreadful things. To cane her. Or 
he might come round to take her off. 
To that other place with the gym where 
Lindsay had been with the other girl. 
The girl with the accent. 


And there was another thing too. It 
seemed to Lindsay that she could 
remember more of that earlier dream 
now. A garden where she was sitting. 
A beautiful garden with climbing roses 
but although it was beautiful it was also 
very sad because Lindsay hd been taken 
away from Simon and she didn’t know 
if she would ever see him again. Could 
she remember that part before? And the 
little room with a bed where she had 
to stay when she wasn’t taken out, to 
the gym or the garden. A little room 
where sometimes one of those men, the 
guards, would come in. With a leer- 
ing grin on his face. She hadn’t 
remembered that either before, had 
she? 


Lindsay was on tenterhooks all morn- 
ing, expecting, fearing, the sound of 
the front door bell. When it did ring, 
soon after 11, she almost had a heart 
attack. It would be the postman, it had 
to be the postman, it was his normal 
time to come. But she was unable to 
answer it. The bell rang four times and 
then there was silence. The 
postman...or Mr Brown...had given 
up. From behind the front room cur- 
tain Lindsay saw the postman walking 
on down the lane. I am going mad, she 
told herself. 


She dreamt the dream again the next 
night. The original dream again: the 


house with the gym and the garden. 
The same dream, or very similar, and 
there was more of it still in Lindsay”s 
mind when she woke up. The earlier 
vivid bits were becoming linked 
together so that she could get more of 
a complete picture. And this time Lind- 
say had a glimpse of herself going 
there. Mr Brown had come to their 
house one morning and told her she 
was going away ‘for treatment’. It 
wasn’t clear what treatment but Lind- 
say didn’t argue. She went meekly, 
with no questions, as if perhaps she had 
been drugged, or brainwashed. I am 
going mad, Lindsay thought. And this 
time she didn’t tell Simon, afraid that 
he would think she was going mad too. 


The next night...Not the same but 
another variation on the theme. Mr 
Brown again but not that house with 
the gym and not their own house. In- 
stead she met him in the town centre. 
It was mid-morning, 10.45 in fact, 
Lindsay could clearly recall seeing that 
on the clock at the Post Office. From 
there she had walked the short distance 
to the supermarket and was about to go 
in when...there he was: Mr Brown. In 
that same dark suit and tie. 


‘Hello,’ he said. ‘You’re on time then. 
Excellent.’ 


And then he took Lindsay to his car in 
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the car park. And then drove her out 
into the country... 


Lindsay could remember it all quite 
clearly. She was getting desperate now. 
She was dreaming the dream every 
night. Was she going mad? She ran it 
over and over in her mind...and then 
told herself there was only one thing 
to do. Go into town this morning, to 
the supermarket, and prove to herself 
that it had just been a silly dream, her 
imagnation going haywire or 
something. Yes, that was what she 
would do. She would go at that time, 
the Post Office clock at 10.45, and then 
walk to the supermarket. And that 
would prove she was being ridiculous. 
Having done that she would be able to 
get the whole thing in perspective. 


It was easy to tell herself she was go- 
ing to do it — but was it so easy to ac- 
tually do? She had cowered in the 
house when the postman rang, why did 
she think she would be able to do this 
other thing now? It is easier, Lindsay 
told herself. I won’t be alone, there will 
be all the other people about, going 
about their normal humdrum business. 
It wouldn't be at all like being in the 
house by herself. Of course she could 
do it... 


And it seemed she could. Saying good- 
bye to Simon when he went off — 
though not without her heart thudding 
— and then telling herself to keep busy 
until, say, 10. Then she would have a 
quick shower and change and go out. 
To be there at the right time. Nothing 
would happen...and she could breathe 
freely again. Yes. And in fact, washing 
up and then doing some hoovering, 
Lindsay was breathing freeiy already. 
She had made a very sensible decision. 
After this...she would have broken free 
from this...obsession or whatever it 
was. 


Actually doing it, though, Lindsay 
didn’t feel quite so good. Walking to 
the Post Office she could hear her stilet- 
to heels on the pavement like pistol 
shots. Everyone must be looking at her. 
In her blouse and skirt and light three- 
quarter-length coat and the heels that 
were making this extraordinary noise. 
Lindsay’s legs above the echoing heels 
felt suddenly weak. Here...the clock at 
10.43...she couldn’t go through with 
this. But she had to. Other- 
wise...wait...until it is exactly 10.45. 
And then...walk...normally...to the 
supermarket. She couldn't walk nor- 
mally, her legs didn't want to work, 
though her heels were still making all 
this extraordinary noise. Keep -go- 
ing...she was almost there. She wasn’t 


going to...black out, was she? No. Just 
keep going. Now. ..here...oh God... 


‘Hello. You're on time then. 
Excellent...’ 


Mr Brown. In hir dark suit and tie. 
Smiling sliightly.. She was going to be 
sick. He took her arm. 


‘Lovely to see you, Mrs Falmer. And 
you're looking lovely. Shall we go to 
my car?’ 


Lindsay heard herself say, ‘Yes. Yes 
Sir.* Or someone said it: was it her own 
voice? And then they were walking, Mr 
Brown and herself, towards the car 
park. Part of her wanted to shout out: 
Help me! Please help me! I mustn't be 
going with this man. But another part 
of her was accepting that she had no 
choice. This was what she had to do 
and there was no way Out, no escape 
from it. She knew what was going to 
happen. And it had to happen. 


In the car Mr Brown said, “You're 
looking very lovely. Very fit. How 
have you been, Lindsay?” 


Her answer came out sounding like 
some kind of zombie. “Thank you, Mr 
Brown. Yes, I have been feeling very 
well.’ 


“But we need a check-up, don’t we? A 
little refresher, shall we say.’ He laugh- 
ed. “What you’re sitting on needs a lit- 
tle refresher. And I’m sure we can find 
a nice little secluded spot in the coun- 
try. Where we won't be disturbed.’ 


The zombie voice said, ‘Yes Sir. I’m 
sure we can.’ The voice belonged to 
that part of her that knew she had to 
do this. But the other part of Lindsay 
was wanting to cry, hot salty tears, and 
plead with him. Please let her go back. 
Go back home. Out of this. Out of this 
dreadful dream. But she wasn’t saying 
that and she wasn’t crying. Or were 
there tears in her eyes? Mr Brown half 
turned to her. Smiling and putting one 
hand on her thigh... 


He seemed to know where he was go- 
ing. Perhaps he had looked out a 
suitable place earlier. Off the main road 
and along a lane. Then off the lane and 
round behind some tree where there 
was a sort of clearing. He parked the 
car. It was quite secluded, no one com- 
ing along the lane would know the car 
was there. And of course...it was the 
place where Lindsay had been taken in 
the dream. 


Mr Brown got out, went round, open- 
ed the door for her. “Yes, this spot will 
do very nicely. Mmmm?’ Lindsay got 
out, stood against the side of the car 
on wobbly legs. Mr Brown was unbut- 
toning her coat. His two hands 
moulding her boobs in the blouse. 
“Yes. You do seem in excellent shape, 
Lindsay. But get your things off. Then 
I can have a proper look. Eh?’ 


Obediently Lindsay began doing it. As 
she had in the dream last night. Tak- 
ing off her coat and handing it to Mr 
Brown. And then her skirt and blouse. 
Which — what, less than an hour ago 
— she had confidently put on after her 
shower. She was going out to show 
herself that she was acting like a stupid 
idiot. But this time she would have 
done the little bit of shopping she 
planned to do and would be back home 
having a cup of coffee and con- 
gratulating herself. But instead... 


“Very nice,’ Mr Brown said. Lindsay 
had slid her slip off over her head ánd 
was in bra and knickers and nylons and 
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a suspender belt. Mr Brown's fingers 
wandered over one of the taut 
suspender straps. “Very nice!” Lindsay 
had worn nylons and a suspender belt 
in the dream of course. Why hand’t she 
put on tights — or come out bare- 
legged — so that it would be different? 
But somehow...that thought hadn’t oc- 
curred to her. Lindsay had automatical- 
ly put on what she had worn in the 
dream — but she wasn't sure that either 
she could remember what she was 
wearing in the dream. Lindsay could 
remember it now, see it all crystal 
clear, but she didn't think she could 
earlier. So she hadn’t realised she was 
putting on the same thing. But it was 
all the same, as this place was the same. 
As she knew quite clearly what was go- 
ing to happen. All the details... 


Yes. Mr Brown's fingers pinged the 


suspender strap against her thigh. As 
he had done in the dream. ‘Very nice,” 
he repeated. ‘Why don’t you keep the 
nylons and suspender belt on? Just take 
off the knickers and bra. 1 think that 
would be nice.’ 


Lindsay did it. Took them off. So that 
she was in just her nylons and the white 
suspender belt and her high heels, the 
heels silent now, no longer making all 
that commotion. Mr Brown was drap- 


ing his coat on the car bonnet. For her 
to lie herself over. The cane of course 
was in the back seat. He was getting 
it out...as Lindsay bent herself down 
on the coat. She shivered. She felt a 
little cold although it was a warm, sun- 
ny morning, like those sunny after- 
noons in the garden with the roses. She 
felt very vulnerable like this. Her bot- 
tom especially of course. She gave a 
little gasp. Mr Brown’s hand was at her 
bottom. Patting it. Jiggling it. 


“Yes, I think it’s overdue, Lindsay. In 
fact I’m sure it is. I’m very glad we 
could arrange this meeting. You 
haven’t had it now for...how long 
would it be?’ 


Lindsay’s mind was a blank on that. 
Had she arranged this meeting with Mr 
Brown? But her mind seemed to be go- 
ing black on everything. Except what 
was about to happen. The cane. It was 
going to hurt. It was going to really, 
really hurt. Her hands clutched at the 
material of her coat. Try and close her 
mind to everything...although she was 
aware that Mr Brown was now mov- 
ing her feet. Parting Lindsay’s legs. So 
that the move vulnerable parts, the in- 
sides of her thighs, and also even more 
sensitive parts, would be available to 
the cane. He did that when you were 


bent over the horse. That dreadful 
wooden horse in the... 


CRACKKK!... 


Lindsay let out a sobbing sound. The 
cane had sliced into the soft undercurve 
of her buttocks. The impossible, hot 
pain welled out, throbbing, becoming 
even more intense. Lindsay clenched 
her teeth. Fighting with the pain and 
also trying to prepare herself for the 
next one that would come zipping in 
at any second now. But at the same 
time...her mind was trying to deal with 
the enormity of this thing that was hap- 
pening, and not just the pain. The fact 
that it was happening. Not in a dream; 
in reality. In this little hidden glade 
barely a mile or so from her house. 
Because it was. It wasn't a dream this 
time. 


Was it...? 


Afterwards, when he had finished, 
Lindsay, trembling all over from the 
caning still, replaced her clothes and 
Mr Brown drove her back. Back into 
the town car park where her own car 
was parked. 


Letting her out of the car Mr Brown 
said, ‘I think that was very useful. I’m 
sure you needed it. Lindsay.” She 
answered meekly. “Yes Mr Brown. I 
did need it.” 


‘Good. I’m very pleased to see that the 
discipline you’ve been taught has not 
been lost. That is very encouraging. All 
we need is a refresher now and then.’ 


He drove off and Lindsay was left stan- 
ding there. Her head was going round 
and round and she also felt sick. Where 
was her car? She stumbled off. She 
seemed to have lost all sense of direc- 
tion. A man she passed, a stranger, 
looked at her and said, ‘Hello darling; 
are you all right?’ 


Lindsay forced a smile, and nodded. 
She must look dreadful. A bit later, 
“more by luck than anything else, she 
came on her car. Lindsay unlocked the 
door and got in...and began to weep. 
I would tell Simon what happened, she 
thought, except that he would never 
believe me. No one would believe me. 
They’ll send me away. Say I need treat- 
ment...because I’m going off my head. 


Back at home Lindsay decided she 
didn’t believe it herself. She must have 
had a brain-storm or something. And 
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simply imagined it all. But then 
upstairs, when she took off her 
clothes...there it was for anyone to see. 
For Simon to see if she showed it to 
him. Bright red marks across her bot- 
tom. Bright red cane marks. You could 
count them. Six. From the six strokes 
of Mr Brown’s cane. And you couldn’t 
get cane marks on your bottom from 
imagination. 


* * * 


Ingrid Stahlberg did dream her dream 
again the next night. In spite of being 
in bed with Lars, her husband, and not 
George Porting. That fact, she had 
| thought, would mean she was calm and 
relaxed without guilt feelings unsettl- 
ing her and therefore she wouldn't be 
1 having scary dreams. But Ingrid dreamt 
4 it nonetheless. The same dream, being 
in the exercise room with that other 
girl, Lindsay. 


Because although she was in bed with 
Lars in a proper wifely manner, Ingrid 
could still be feeling guilty. She had 
been to bed with George: the night 
before and those afternoons. So no 
doubt there were guilty feelings in her 
mind — and there was something else 
as well. In the dream she had been sent 
to that place because Lars had found 
lout. What if he did find out? Or 
even...knew already and was 
waiting...to pounce suddenly. What 
would Lars do if he found out? He 
| | would certainly make her pay for it in 
| some way. 


_| Ingrid had been very loving and atten- 
| tive when he got back and Lars for his 
part had shown no sign of knowing or 
suspecting anything. Ingrid had sug- 
gested that they go to bed early — so 
that they could have sex, a nice long 
session. But then in bed she thought: 
going to bed early also meant she 
would probably get to sleep 
earlier...which in turn meant a longer 
time to dream...No, Ingrid told herself, 
she wasn’t going to dream. And she 
| was going to stay awake, having a long 
and loving session with Lars, ex- 
hausting herself with sex, so that when 
she did fall asleep it would be deep, un- 
troubled, dreamless sleep. 


Lars was responsive, and Ingrid 
wondered again: why had she messed 
about with George Porting. ‘I missed 
you,” she told him, stroking his erect 
penis. Then she took it in her 
mouth...and tried to forget that 24 
hours earlier she had been sucking 
George Porting’s big organ. ‘I really 
A missed you, Lars,’ she said again, 
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climbing on top of him and guiding his 
cock into her. ‘Really...’ 

Lars was responsive and showed no 
sign of doubting anything. She would 
tell George it was all over, she didn’t 
want any more. It was too much of a 
strain and anyway she loved Lars. In- 
grid told herself this as she vigorously 
screwed her husband and tried to 
believe it. But part of her knew it 
wouldn't be so easy. Because part of 
her wanted something else, something 
extra. Those things that George did to 
her...with that big fat cock... 


No, the other part of her insisted. I’m 
not. Not any more. And certainly not 
if it's making me have dreams like 
that... 


When Ingrid woke up she was. 


sweating. She had had the dream again. 
The two of them in that exercise room 
again, herself and the English girl, 
Lindsay. Among other things they were 
made to get on the exercise bike 
together, to amuse Mr Greenaway. 
Both of them nude apart from their 
socks and shoes. “Put your arms round 
her, Ingrid,” Mr Greenaway said. ‘I 
think you girls have got quite keen on 
each other, it’s just as well we keep you 
apart.’ 


Mr Greenaway made Ingrid cup her 
hands round Lindsay’s tits. She didn’t 
want to do it but she had to. Lindsay 
had a lovely body with firm, full boobs 
and holding the other girl tight like this 
with her own nude tits pressed into 
Lindsay’s bare back gave Ingrid a 
heady feeling. A sicky, sexy feeling. 


Right after that, when Mr Greenaway 
had had enough of that entertainment, 
they both of them had to bend over the 
wooden horse. Both girls, side by side, 
bending right over, their twin bottoms 
up...for a tawsing. Mr Brown from one 
side and Mr Greenaway from the other, 
with wide, stiff-leather tawses in their 
hands. The two tawses cracking down 
on the two up-turned bottoms. 
Crack!...Crack!...Crack!...On and 
on... 


Ingrid awoke with the dream bright and 
vivid in her mind, every detail crystal 
clear. Every detail of that part, in the 
exercise room with the other girl, that 
is; but there was some more of the 
dream that she could vaguely recall. In 
that part. .it seemed that Ingrid was at 
home. Here in their London house. 
And Mr Greenaway had come for her. 


She couldn't tell Lars about the dream 
because of the connection: in the dream 
she was being punished between of 
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what she’s done with George Porting. 
And also, Ingrid believed, it was guilt 
about George that was making her have 
these bad dreams. So she couldn't tell 
Lars. She had told George earlier — 
and she could have told him about this 
second dream except that Ingrid was 
resolved to stop the involvement. 
George called her later in the morning, 
wanting to see her. Wanting to screw 
her again of course. Ingrid repeated 
what she had said already: she wasn't 
seeing him any more. She really meant 
it, especially after this other dream. 


But early in the afternoon the door bell 
rang. It was George. She tried to stop 
him but he came in anyway. “Some one 
will have seen you,” she hissed. Ingrid 
had never let him come to the house 
when Lars was out. George didn't seem 
too concerned. He was more concern- 
ed, as always, in getting-his hands on 
her. Grinning, George said he wouldn't 
go until she had let him have it. Had 
let him fuck her. Ingrid felt like cry- 
ing, but what good would crying do? 
So instead of crying...she let him. At 
least, afterwards, it gave Ingrid so- 
meone to tell about her dream. That she 
had dreamt the same awful dream twice 
now. But George again wouldn't take 
it seriously, though he liked the idea 
of her being caned over the horse. (In- 
grid had left out the bit about herself 
and the other girl on the bike). George 
said it was because she was always 
thinking sexy thoughts — and could he 
see her tomorrow? 


That night Ingrid had the same dream 
again. In the exercise room and this 
time, more clearly, in her house. Mr 
Greenaway had come. To take her for 
a ‘refresher’ he said. 


* * * 


A conversation that takes place 
somewhere in London. Between two 
smartly dressed men, both in their 
forties. 


“How was she then?” 


“Lovely. Really lovely. Yes, she was 
a marvellous choice.” 


“And it seems to be fully implanted? 
She wasn't questioning anything?” 


“Fully implanted. Yes. Absolutely. She 
was as docile as a kitten. Eating out of 
my hand. “Yes Mr Brown”. “No Mr 
Brown”. Absolutely marvellous. And 
she’s a really lovely lady.’ 


“You took her out in your car?” 


“Yes, a little drive in the country. Pd 
looked out a place that was nice and 
quiet. And she was marvellous. Got out 
of the car and meekly took all her 
clothes off — except her nylons and 
suspender belt. “Yes Mr Brown.” All 
without a murmur. I made her bend 
over the bonnet and gave her six with 
the cane. Then drove her back. 
Everything like clockwork; all exact- 
ly as on the tape.” 


“That's fantastic, isn’t it? The first ac- 
tual contact, well, you're bound to 
wonder how well it has taken. That's 
really great. The other one, Ingrid, is 
just about ready too. I’ll give her one 
more run and that’ll do it. I think PI 
make the first contact at her home. I 
rather like the idea of starting her off 
there.” ۱ 


“Yes? You're not worried about being 
interrupted? There's this other angle 
she’s got, isn’t there?’ 


‘The other bloke she’s fucking. George 
Porting. No, that shouldn’t be a pro- 
blem. The tape will tell her not to open 
the door to anyone — except to my 
special ring.’ 


“That should be OK then. I’m ready 
now to take young Lindsay round to 


the house. Let her see what she’s been 
dreaming about. I think I'll pick her up 
at her place this time — and I shouldn’t 
need :any special rings.” 


“Will you...let the lads meet her?” 


‘I think I might. Young Norman...he’s 
awfully keen.’ 


‘I know. Randy young sod. She’d en- 
joy that!’ 


His companion laughs. ‘Her dreams 
come true, eh?’ 


They both laugh. 


* * * 


Lindsay was on tenterhooks. She had 
had the dream. Last night. Mr Brown 
comes for her. Not meeting her in the 
town centre but coming here, to the 
house, for her. Lindsay tried to con- 
trol herself; or that part of her that was 
feeling somewhat hysterical. The other 
part of her of course was telling her that 
she had to accept it. Like yesterday 
when she met him in the town. Part of 
her was content to accept that. If it had 
happened. She had dreamt it but had 
it also actually happened later, in the 
morning? Or had she imagined it? 
There had been those cane marks on 
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her bottom yesterday, so she couldn't 
have imagined it. But the marks were 
gone now. So... 


But he was coming for her this morn- 
ing, Lindsay knew he was. And there 
was nothing she could do about it. She 


- should have told Simon — but he would — 


only have laughed at her. What if she 
wasn’t here when he got home from 
work? He wouldn’t be laughing then. 


Lindsay was wearing what she had to 
wear. What she had on in her dream. 
Today Lindsay knew what she had on 
in the dream and she had dressed ex- 
actly the same — because she knew she 
couldn’t fight it. Her blue summer 
dress, full-skirted, which buttoned 
down the front. Nylons and a black 
suspender belt. Her black high heels. 
And that was all. No underwear, 
nothing, under the dress. Mr Brown 
when she let him in says, ‘Lovely. And 
I hope you're wearing exactly what was 
suggested, Mrs Falmer.’ Lindsay says 
a meek, “Yes Mr Brown.’ And then Mr 
Brown, smiling, saying, “Just 
checking...” 


Lindsay gave another darting glance at 
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the clock. 9.35. Not that looking at the 


clock really helped because she didn’t 
know what time he had arrived in her 
dream. All Lindsay knew was that it 
was the morning, she thought the first 


half of the morning. So if the clock ` 


could ever get to...12 o’clock, say...It 
would mean he wasn't coming. It 
would all have been just a nightmare. 
A dream nightmare — as opposed to 
a real life one. 


Three minutes later the doorbell rang. . 


Lindsay, sitting on the settee, remain- 
ed motionless for some long seconds, 
transfixed with panic. Then she got up. 
On wobbly legs that didn't belong to 
her, that seemed beyond her control, 
she went to the door. Yes. Of course. 
Lindsay stood aside as smiling Mr 
Brown came in. ; 


‘Lovely. And I hope you're wearing 


exactly what was suggested, Mrs 


Falmer.’ 


Her croaky voice. “Yes Mr Brown.” 
Leaning against the hall wall for sup- 
port. Mr Brown’s hand... “Just check- 
ing,’ he smiled. The hand coming up 


under the front of the full blue skirt. ` 


Up to her stocking tops. To the warm 
and trembling bare thighs. “Yes, just 
checking.’ Mr Brown’s hand closing 
over the furry mound of Lindsay’s 


pussy. 


Parked round the corner from their, 
house, in an unobtrusive cul-de-sac, 
was Mr Brown’s car. He helped her in, 
smiling again. ‘Only a short trip.’ But 
Lindsay knew she was going to that 
house with the gym and the garden. 
Did that mean it was close by? In her 
dream there was a blank between get- 
ting in Mr Brown’s car and arriving at 
the house. 


Not much later, ‘Almost there now.” 
Mr Brown patted her leg. They weren’t 
at any house, though, it was a lane. 
And Lindsay recognised it: that lane 
yesterday. Yes and now the little clear- 
ing where yesterday Mr Brown had 
parked and made her get undressed and 
then caned her. But...today there was 
a white van parked here. 


Mr Brown's soft laugh. “You don't 
remember this part, Lindsay. This is 
new, isn't it? Come on, out we get.” 


She got out...and someone was getting 
out of the van. It was...the guard from 
the house. The young one. Who was 
always so awful. He was coming up, 
with a leer on his face. 


‘Cripes! Bit of orl right, eh? Ow d’ya 
do, Mrs Fancy Lady.’ 


“You get in the back, Lindsay,’ Mr 
Brown said. ‘With our young friend 
here. Security.’ 


“No!” The back of the van was open. 
It had no windows, so she couldn’t see 
where they were going presumably. It 
had no seats either, just a rug on the 
floor. Lindsay shook her head. This 
was all new, it hadn’t been in the dream 
— but she had had a vague feeling that 
there had been something bad between 
the house with the gym and her own 
house. Being in there with this awful 
guard would certainly 
be...impossible... 


‘Pl...please...let me sit...in the front,’ 
she pleaded. There was nothing in 
Lindsay’s head to calm her about this 
because she hadn’t dreamt it. She felt 
only panic. ‘I...won’t...look where 
we're going.’ 


Mr Brown put his arm round her. “No. 

‘I’m afraid not. We couldn't. And 
there’s nothing to worry about. There’s 
a nice clean rug in there. And Normal 
here, he’s a nice friendly sort of chap. - 
Aren’t you, Norman?’ 


Norman gave his leery grin. Very 
shortly Lindsay was. bundled in the 
back of the van. The door was closed. 
She was in there, in the dark, with Nor- 
man. He chortled, ‘Scary, innit? But 
cosy.’ The van started up. ‘Better lie 
down...’ Lindsay felt his hands... 


She struggled but in the dark he was 
pushing, wrestling her down. Lindsay 
was on her back on the rug. Fighting 
off dreadful Norman’s hands. Hands 
that were grabbing at her dress. “It 
might get "ot in ’ere. Why don’t 
we...undo these buttons. Don’t strug- 
gle...Don't want to tear this lovely 
dress...” 


Lindsay standing at attention with her 
hands on her head. In the gym. Stan- 
ding there in reality, not in a dream. 
Or at least Lindsay thinks she is but 
things are a bit confused in her head.. 
No it is real. She dreamt it and now 
it is happening. As that horrendous ride 
in the back of the van with Norman, ` 
the guard, happened. That wasn’t in the 


dream, though. Lindsay tries to close 
her mind to that ride. 
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She is in the regulation gym outfit now: 
tight white shorts and top. Lindsay’s 
dress and her other things — her hand- 
bag and the nylons, suspender belt and 
high heels — are in the little room. 
Where she was taken the change. And 
now. :.the other girl isn’t here, it is only 
herself. But it would be only herself, 
the other girl was only in the dream. 
It is very confusing. And...Lindsay 
gives a little gasp. Mr Brown has the 
scissors. Making a cut in the front of 
her tight top. Just below Lindsay’s left 
boob. He is going to cut out a cir- 
cle...so mthat the boob will slip out. 
And then...the other one. Lindsay does 
her best to keep still.- 
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Mr Brown transfers the scissors to his 
other hand. He has cut out both circles 
now. Both of Lindsay’s boobs are ex- 
posed, sticking out through the two 
holes in the top. He grins and jiggles 
one. : 

‘Nice eh, Lindsay? I should have done ~ 
this yesterday. To your blouse...and 
then your bra I suppose. You were 
wearing one. What would your hus- 
band have thought about that? Thought 
you’d been playing funny games I 
suppose.’ 


He jiggles the other boob. ‘Well, I sup- 
pose it’s time for a little session with 
the cane. Overdue I would say. What 
shall we have: shorts on or shorts off? 
Or shorts with the bottom cut out?’ 


Mr Brown has presumably already 
decided, he is not asking for Lindsay’s 
opinion. It is shorts off. The cut-out top 
is left on but shorts off and then ben- 
ding right down over that wooden 
horse. Mr Brown parting Lindsay’s 
legs. Flexing the cane. It can’t be as 
bad as being in the van with that 
unspeakable Norman. No it can’t 
possibly be as bad, Lindsay tells 
herself. Her bared buttocks are 
desperately clenching against the first 
mind-zapping cut. 


‘Don’t do that.” Mr Brown tapping 
with the cane. ‘Relax your. bottom. 
Come on...that’s better...’ 


Re The vicious stroke 
brings salty tears to Lindsay’s eyes... 


ie eee * * 


Lindsay is not home when Simon gets 
back: And there is no note. He is not 


alarmed but he is annoyed. There is no 
supper prepared for one thing. The an- 


at a special treatment course. He won't 
visit Lindsay at this special centre 
because a complete break is advised... 


Lindsay has a similar dream. Her 
dream of course is familiar to her. She 
is to go away for a week to the house 
she has just visited. The house with the 
gym and the rose garden; with Mr 
Brown and Mr Greenaway; and of 
course the guards, Norman and the two 
others. 


Ingrid Stahlberg's dreams have con- 
tinued. And she has had her first live 
experience: the visit at the house from 
Mr Greenaway. It all went smoothly, 
without any interruption from George 
Porting. Exactly as in the dream. In- 
grid opening the door in her dressing 
gown and high heels and nothing else 
except nylons and a suspender belt. The 
dressing gown was removed in her 
lounge and Mr Greenaway gave her a 
strapping with the tawse. And after that 
they went upstairs. As in the dream. 
Into Ingrid’s and Lars’s bedroom. As 
in the dream Mr Greenaway said, ‘I 
think you like this sort of thing, eh In- 
grid? A little bit extra...’ 


noyance hardens as Lindsay fails to put 
in an appearance. He is beginning to 
get alarmed, as well as annoyed, by the 
time she does finally appear, at 9.30. 
Lindsay is looking somewhat 
distraught: from her experiences and 
also the need to conjure up some sort 
of story for Simon. She was with a 
girlfriend and her car broke down is 
all Lindsay has been able to think of. 
It sounds a bit thin — but she hasn’t 
been able to think of anything else. 


Simon is angry of course and goes off 
the deep end, but he is also relieved to 
see Lindsay back and his anger doesn’t 
last long, especially when she bursts 
into tears. It has been an impossibly 
traumatic day. She desperately wants 
to say something to Simon but...she 
can’t. And naturally there is the other 
thought: what is going to happen next? 


What happens next is that Simon has 
a dream. In this dream Lindsay has to 
go away for ‘treatment’. It is not at all 
clear in the dream what the treatment 
is, or what it is for. Only that it is 
highly desirable and therefore Simon 
has no thought of opposing it. It seems 
that a week’s say is required. A week 


Ingrid didn’t answer. Her bottom was 
still hot from the strap, she was hot all 
over. It was a heady experience being 
screwed by a man from your dreams. 
But then being screwed was usually a 
heady experience for Ingrid. She even, 
three days later, quite enjoyed being 
screwed by the guard, Norman, in the 
back of the van.taking her to the house. 


They were both there together, herself 
and Lindsay, as in their first dreams. 
Both there for a week’s special ‘treat- 
ment’. Special treatment from Mr 
Brown and Mr Greenaway and also of 
course special treatment from the staff, 
the three guards, Norman and his 
mates. 


It was a week’s stay that would be 
followed by further periods of ‘treat- 
ment’, and not only at the house with 
the gym. Mr Brown and Mr 
Greenaway, with their technique pro- 
ven, planned to lease the girls out, to 
carefully chosen acquaintances. And 
with their technique of dream transfer 
tested and working so well they would 
be looking for further subjects. 


So...if your pretty young wife has a 
dream...a nightmare... 


FEEDBACK 
FEEDBACK 


Dear Sirs, 


While I compliment you on an ex- 
cellent magazine (quite the best 
photography of its genre yet to ap- 
pear), I have to find fault with one 
or two things. 


Firstly, all your stories mention 
breast-feeling, fucking and sucking 
etc and while the photographs 
sometimes suggest the above, the 
least we could see is a bit of grop- 
ing. Quite a few of the girls you 
show are excellently breasted, and 
it would be quite in order to see 
hands clasping them, weighing 
them etc. After all it’s only natural 
that a man faced with such magnifi- 
cent mammaries would hold then, 
at least explore them, and some of 
your pictures have not even shown 
that. I particularly wanted to see 
the breasts bared (and felt!) of the 
girl in an early edition under a story 
entitled ‘The Club’ and although 
the old man pulled her knickers out 
in front for a look, he didn’t even 
raise her tee-shirt, and yet what 
was pushing it out in front would 
have been wonderous to behold. 
Nobody’s suggesting you show 
copulation (as your editorial reply 
to a letter in the latest “Uniform 
Girls’ implies) but a bit of tit- 
mauling never goes amiss. Second- 
ly, I would like to see special 
punishment knickers being 
employed as well such as penile 
briefs. You could tastefully go fur- 
ther than you do. Despite my 
grumbles I still think it’s an ex- 
cellent series of magazines! 


But there’s always room for im- 
provement. I’m not alone in these 
suggestions. Other letters have re- 
quested changes/additions. 

So please:- 


1. More tits held and felt. 


2. More exposure by one man to 
another, leering. 


3. More of the man undressing the 


girl, rather than her doing it. 


4. More of the special punishment 
items such as penile briefs etc. 


5. Perhaps a few videos of things 
you dare not show in the magazine. 


6. Breasts being smacked; wet and 
dry. 


Yours faithfully, 


S.D., Bucks. 


Dear Editor, 


My boyfriend recently brought 
home a copy of your magazine — 
which I was absolutely fascinated 
to read. Some of the letters must 


.be fantasy — but they still make 


good reading. 


It does not seem that many girls 
write in — so with a bit of en- 
couragement from my other half — 
I’ve put pen to paper to tell about 
my experiences. 


Although I live in London, I am 
Australian. When I was at school 
it was normal for both the boys and 
the girls to get the slipper — nor- 
mally a couple of quick strokes 
across the back of your skirt. More 
serious punishments involved the 
cane, but I avoided that — more by 
luck than judgement. 


When I left school I stayed with my 
parents for a couple of years before 
deciding to go on a world tour. 
That tour incidentally never got 
past London — and six years later 
I am still here. 


What did happen on this tour was 
mostly memorable. I spent four 
months in Bali before going to 
Malaysia. My permit for Malaysia 
was for only 1 month — but I had 
such a good time in places like 
Penang and K.L. that without 
reference to the authorities I decid- 
ed to stay on. I had also made some 
good friends in K.L. 


Unfortunately, I got myself involv- 
ed in a drugs scene party which got 
busted by the police. We never 
found out if the police ever found 
any drugs — and I certainly did not 
have any — but I was one of the 
few that was taken to the police sta- 
tion. Naturally my passport was 
taken and my lack of visa 
discovered. 


Within two days I was up before 


a small court in K.L. and given 28 
days custody in a detention centre. 
I never saw any of my so-called 
friends again — and 28 days later 
I was deported. Those twenty eight 
days though were something I will 
never forget. 


For a start I had never thought I 
would ever spend time under lock 
and key. 


The centre itself was like a large 
school except that you could not get 
out. The conditions were awful and 
I had to share a room with two 
other girls! 


Soon after being driven from the 
court — I was taken to a small 
room where I was interviewed by 
a wardress. She took down all my 
details and took away all my 
possessions. She then gave me a 
bag with some clothes and took me 
down a long corridor to another 
room which turned out to be part 
of the medical unit. I was told to 
wait. 


Five minutes later a middle aged 
doctor came in. He told me that I 
was to undergo a full examination 
but first he wanted some basic in- 
formation. It took a couple of 
minutes for him to fill out his form 
— and he them told me to remove 
all my clothes. 


There was clearly no choice — and 
for that matter no screen — so I 
started to undress. At the age of 
twenty two I had still not got used 
to undressing in front of doctors 
and the whole process was very 
embarrassing. After I had remov- 
ed my tee-shirt and jeans — I ask- 
ed him if that was enough, only to 
get a very curt reply. ‘I said all 
your clothes.’ Seconds later after 
removing my bra and pants I stood 
before him totally naked. He took 
my blood pressure, listened to my 
heart, looked at my eyes and did 
all the normal things before asking 
me to put my hands behind my 
head so that he could check my 
breasts. Having given them a good 
enough feel to convince me he was 
a dirty old man — he told me to 
lie on the couch. He told me to 
bring my knees up and part my legs 
so that he could give me an inter- 
nal. I was laying there with my legs 
wide open for ages whilse he put 
on a surgical glove. He then gave 
me a really rough examination 
which must have lasted at least five 
minutes. 
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Worst still was whilst he was giv- 
ing me the internal, the wardress 
who had seen me when l arrived, 
wandered in as if nothing was go- 
ing on. She asked the doctor if 1 
was co-operating before removing 
all my personal clothes in a sealed 
plastic bag — telling me to change 
into the clothes she had given me 
once the doctor had finished. 


At the end of the examination the 
doctor told me that I would not en- 
joy my stay — but that it would be 
much easier if I behaved. 


I wish 1 had listened to him. Two 
days later — the wardress having 
been particularly unpleasant — 1 
told her what I thought of her as 
only an Australian can. 


One hour later I was summoned by 
this wardress and taken to the 
Governors office. 


He asked me for my account of the 
matter, which I gave — but clear- 
ly I was not going to win. 


He then told me what he thought 
of foreign women who did not care 
for Malaysia’s way — and finish- 
ed by saying that he had the power 
to increase my sentence by as much 
as double — but on this occasion 
he felt that a good beating would 
be more effective and might 
remove some of my brash 
Australian ways. 


Without giving me any time to rep- 
ly he told the wardress to get the 
medium cane. 


I was in a combination of shock 
and terror. Whilst the wardress was 
away he told me that if I wanted 
I could take another 28 days instead 
— but he was sure that for a few 
moments of pain I would not want 
my stay extended. I certainly did 
not want another 28 days and ask- 
ed what a beating entailed. Almost 
as a throw away comment — he 
said ‘ten strokes across your 
backside, without your clothes on 
off course.’ 


At that moment the wardress arriv- 
ed with the cane which was about 
three foot long and about the 
thickness of my little finger. 


I thought about the alternative — 
which was clearly horrifying. It 
was as if a bad dream was becom- 
ing a nightmare. 


I knew I had to go through wiith 
it. He told the wardress to lock the 
door and turning to me told me to 
take off my clothes. As it was 
clearly my bottom he wanted. I 
started to pull the dress I had been 
given up. As he saw this he snap- 
ped that I could not expect to be 
allowed modesty — and that when 
he asked me to take off my clothes 
that is exactly what he meant. 
Miserably I removed my dress 
completely and stood before him 
in my bra and pants. He told me 
to get on with it. 


Clearly the wardress was having a 
wonderful time. Turning my back 
on them I pushed my pants down 
and decided against asking whether 
I could leave them round my knees 
— removed them completely. I 
now had only a bra on and was as- 
tounded to be told to remove it. 


The governor told me that he had . 


mentioned twice that he wanted me 
to take off my clothes. He went on 
to add that I could not expect life 
in a detention centre to be fun and 
a beating is designed to be 
humiliating as well as painful — 
and that if I was not ‘without 
clothes’ in ten seconds I would be 


back tomorrow, I did not need .. 


more encouragement — and took 
off my bra. Standing before them 
in the nude was mortifying. 


He then took off his jacket and 
pointed with his cane at the centre 
of the room and told me to bend 
over and touch my toes. 


As I bent down I tried not to think 
of what he could see and tried to 
put the thought of the wardress out 
of my mind as she was clearly go- 
ing to enjoy watching me get the 
cane. 


The first stroke came without war- 
ning and was right across the mid- 
dle of my bottom. I did not stand 
up however. It was a full minute 
before I got the second stroke after 
which he walked round the room 
talking about how much good he 
thought a good beating would do 
me. 


He was clearly a real bastard and 
was going to make it last as long 
as possible — all the time with me 
bending over in the nude. 


After every two strokes he went for 
a wander and I will live with the 
pain for as long as I live. 


` Ido not believe he could have can- 


ed me harder without breaking my 
skin. After the ninth strokes he told 
me to reflect for two minutes on 
whether it had been wise to speak 
to someone in authority as I had. 
Those two minutes seemed an eter- 
nity and when he eventually pick- 
ed up his cane again and wandered 
round behind me — he gave me a 
full blooded swipe to finish with. 


As an Australian — I did not cry. 
I simply felt unbelievable anger at 
the humiliation and pain I had been 
forced to accept. 


As I dressed and left — he added 
that it took some girls several can- 
ings to accept authority and he was 
quite happy to deal with me again 
during the remainder of my stay 
should I need it. 


Fortunately I did not receive any 
further canings — but the memory 
will be with me forever. I 
sometimes fantasise what it would 
be like to experience real pain 
again — and occasionally my 
boyfriend gives me a mild 
spanking. 


Samantha B., Earls Court 


Dear Editor, 


I write again from Italy and I wish 
to give my contribution to the 
adoption theme. I enclose a few 
other photos of Rosalba who I in- 
troduced to you in a previous issue. 


Well Rosalba is the girl that I 
choose as adoptee. This photo has 
been taken secretly by her 
boyfriend, while he was in another 
room and I was alone in the sitting- 
room — I only know her by sight 
and she is unaware of my project 
for her stern reformation. 


Rosalba is a girl very provocative, 
very sexy and she is accustomed to 
give oneself airs, aware of her 
beauty. 


She is a rich girl (her family is well 
placed in my town) and she is much 
skittish (she loves to change from 
one boyfriend to another). 


My town is not big and so Rosalba 
can be seen easily when she is with 
her boyfriend in the street. She 
wears in a very sexy manner (mini- 


skirt, high heels, often no bra and 
ankles gilded). 


When she walks in the street all 
people feast their eyes on her dan- 
cing body. Yes, dancing, because 
when she walks she dances. My 
project for her reformation is very 
stern, including punishment PT, 
enforced strip-tease and punishing 
dances. 


The girl has been sent to my coun- 
try house to pay her faults and to 
be drilled and disciplined very 
well. 


In the morning, when she arrives, 
I understand because she deserves 
the month of reformation assessed 
to her. 


I open the door and I don’t believe 
my eyes: what a sexy teenager: 
long dark hair, a full lipped mouth, 
a provocative face, a shirt much 
transparent, a black extra mini- 
skirt on her beautiful legs and ankle 
strap sandals. A very peach. 


Ah! A tawse across that impudent 
bottom and a crop for her thighs, 
at once on the spot. 


Made the presentations, Rosalba is 
ordered to strip herself of all her 
clothes and I can see the sexy 
teenager naked, standing at atten- 
tion. Her remaining clothes are the 
high heels and the bangles at her 
arms and ankles. Now I can start 
with her first punitive session. 
Rosalba is ordered to bend over 
and then up and bend over again, 
then up again; each time the girl 


touched her toes I trash her bottom ` 


with a thin cane, ignoring her 


squeals. Then Rosalba must cycle 
her legs in the air while I give her 
beautiful legs ten strokes of crop. 
At the end of her cycling at the 
flick of the crop, I berate the sexy 
girl for her past behaviour. 


I say in a sterner tone: ‘So you are 
accustomed to give yourself airs, 
isn’t it true, Rosalba? Well!” 


Now take off your shoes and run 
on the spot barefoot. ‘Run on the 
spot! At once, little tart.’ 


And I watch Rosalba starting her 
running on the spot naked and 
barefoot. ‘Run faster, faster, faster, 
girl!’ I barked giving her stroke 
after stroke. I had taken my special 
tawse (3 thongs) an implement pur- 
chased on purpose for this little tart 
and I give her 17 strokes. 


I strap Rosalba on her bottom and 
on her thighs pumping like pistons 
on my Italian moquette of my per- 
sonal correction girls room. And 
so I punish Rosalba for the first 
time, writing all in a report that I 
must send to the national archives 
of adoptees punishments. 


Then the girl is ordered to go to 
the bed at 9 o’clock and in her 
room there’s bread and water for 
dinner, yes bread and water 
because she is buxom and so bread 
and water are okay for her. 


At the end of this wonderful way 
(wonderful for me and not for 
Rosalba) I say: ‘For today we can 
stop here. Tomorrow we shall 
dance for a selected audience of old 
sirs, eh? Rosalba? I know you go 
to the “Disco” every week so 


tomorro I wish to see you dancing 
here at flick of tawse-you deserve 
certainly it. Now go to your room 
little tart, take this slap and go. 


Tomorrow she can perform in front 
of all the men and then they in turn 
will strap or cane her naked. 
Another wonderful day (for us not 
Rosalba). 


Yours faithfully, 


Frank, Italy 


Dear Sir, 


I am not able to write detailed ideas 
of what I like to read and what I 
don’t like to read. But like the ig- 
noramous studying art in the Tate, 
‘I don’t understand painting, but I 
know what I like,’ I think this ap- 
plies to me. 


For my money, I don’t care much 
whether your stories include a 
touch of sex, or not. I like the girls 
who model for those stories and I 
don’t think enough can be sai 
about them. i 


Having made the point that I am 
not concerned whether sex is in- 
cluded or not, I don’t think I could 
imagine myself with any of your 
lovely models without wanting to 
caress them intimately! 


Jimmy Burrens, Kent 


Dear Sir, 


Wonder of wonders. I have just 
read a newspaper article that has 
the daring audacity to suggest that 
corporal punishment should be re- 
introduced into the education 
system! What’s the betting that by 
the time the school authorities wake 
up to the fact that their head-in-the- 
sand attitudes are responsible for 
over half the thuggery that is rife 
in this country, it will be too late! 


Fred Thomson, Cardiff 
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BROKEN RULES 


They were the youngest members of the ex- 
clusive club and Sandra was the one who had 
yearned, cajouled and pleaded with Mike to 
make the application. When they were accepted, 
her delight and pleasure was boundless. It was 
purely social ladder climbing. He could not grip 
the thought that if they were not members, their 
social life would be meagre and certainly 
miserable. It opened doors as far as she was 
concerned and to “belong” was an important part 
of her environmental life. 


They had been married for eighteen months and ` 


a number of the male members of the club were 
delighted to have the attractive blonde as a 
member. Mike was a young up and coming ex- 
ecutive and she was a dutiful housewife. Very 
attractive with it too. 


Despite the fact that they had only been married 
for less than two years, Sandra started to cast 
her net for somebody to share her charms with. 
It was not just anybody, but it was for Anthony 
Webb, the club president, no less. An older 
man, certainly, but his age had been kind to 
him and he could only be described as a most 
handsome individual as some ageing males can 
be. She fell for his charm and bodily she ached 
„to have him between the sheets doing things that 
only a husband is permitted to do. 


It was eleven o’clock one morning and Sandra 
had just cleared away the coffee cup from 
elevenses. She frowned when she heard a car 
coming up the driveway of the luxurious 
residence. It was not the President because they 
did not make obvious the fact that they were en- 
joying an affair. Her meetings with him were 
discreet and they occurred many miles from this 
homestead. She glanced through the sitting room 
window and saw Mrs Webb, the president of 
the club’s wife. What the hell did she want. 
Sandra was not about to show displeasure 
although she considered that a visit without an 
invitation or a prearranged date was hardly con- 
sidered good etiquette. 


She smiled as she opened the door to her visitor 
and invited her in. 


Poor bitch, she thought. I’m having an affair 
with your husband old dear and I’m getting 
something you can’t get from him. 


‘T’ll come straight to the point Sandra,” the 
reasonably attractive Mrs Webb smiled thinly. ‘I 
know that you and Anthony are having an af- 


fair,’ she was pointedly accusing alright. : 


Sandra’s face flashed to heat and she choked on 
her denial. 


‘1...1 beg your pardon?’ she had to fight for 
time. 


Already the implications of this woman’s 
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knowledge was flashing messages through San- 
dra’s brain. The end of membership. Disgrace. 
Divorce. The end of the sweet life. To name 
but a few. 


‘I think I speak plainly enough. I know you and 
Anthony, my husband are having an affair,’ Mrs 
Webb repeated cooly. 


“Look...I just don’t understand what you are 
talking about,” Sandra .tried to sound 
incredulous. 


‘I think you do. The next Committee meeting at 
the club I am going to produce irrevocable pro- 
of. I hope you and Mike will be there,” she 
smiled a little sourly. 


Sandra slumped heavily into a chair. 


The troubled look of shock showed in her eyes. 
What on earth could she say? What could she 
do? She almost wee’d her panties at the shock 
of what she had just been confronted with. And 
what was worse, was the fact that she knew the 
woman was telling the truth. Proof, she had 
said. 


“You have broken every rule in the book. Your 
domestic rules and the club rules. I am not the 
least bit interested in how you explain to your 
husband, but I know that I shall see you 
drummed out of the club...and so will An- 
thony,’ she smiled grimly. 


‘But Anthony is your husband,’ Sandra was 
weakly. 


‘A fact that both you and he seemed to have 
overlooked,’ Mrs Webb quipped back. 


‘And you say you have proof?’ Sandra was 
sceptical about this. 


‘Certainly. These,’ she threw an envelope onto 
the coffee table, ‘and a sworn affidavit of a 
Private Investigator.’ 


Sandra looked at the revealing photographs and 
her blood boiled as her cheeks turned to 
beetroot red. 


‘Oh my dear God,’ she moaned and her 
shoulders slumped further. 


‘I think you have the picture,” Mrs Webb was 
steely toned despite the plastered grin of con- 
tempt on her face. 


‘I swear I shall never see him again,’ Sandra 
tried a hopeless gesture that was as weak as 
water. 


‘Personally I don’t care whether you do or not.’ 


Anthony Webb had suddenly become one of the 
most undesirable men she had ever met! Mike, 
her marriage, the club and everything else had 
taken on a new importance to replace the lover. 


‘I would do anything to atone for my 
naughtiness,’ she choked, ‘anything at all,’ she 
was desperate. 


‘I had an idea that you would make some such 
offering,’ Mrs Webb was filled with contempt. 
‘So what do you suggest,’ she threw the ball 
back into Sandra’s court. 

The attractive blonde was lost for words and she 
blinked helplessly at the cool faced woman. 


“Well...nothing springs to. mind,’ she was out of 
her depth already. 

“You see. One minute you are offering 
anything...the next minute you have to admit 
that you do not have the slightest incline of 
what you could do. Well something certainly 
springs to my mind,’ Mrs Webb’s eyes were 
sparkling now. Her whole attitude had taken on 
a fully dominant affect. ‘Shall I tell you what I 
think I ought to do. I think I ought to take you 
somewhere very private...your bedroom would 
do nicely...and then I shall give your bottom the 
thrashing that it deserves...that would do for a 
Start...then I shall proceed to take you down a 
peg or two to make you feel the detestable child 
that you are.’ 

Sandra sat there, her eyes transfixed on the new 
Mrs Webb. This was something she could never 
envisage. 


“You...you want to beat me?’ her voice was 
very strained with misbelief. 

‘On your bottom, yes. I want to thrash your 
backside so that you will not be so free with 
what lays beneath it,’ she said. 


‘I...I don’t think I can refuse,’ Sandra said in a 
small resigned voice. 


‘Good. Let us go to the bedroom, shall we?’ 
Mrs Webb followed the zombie like Sandra as 
the blonde, her head filled with every type of 
fear and horror walked up the stairs. 

“Good. Now let me see what men find so ir- 
resistable. Strip, she ordered. Like a reluctant 
puppet, Sandra slowly shed her clothes. She 
hesitated when she was standing in just bra and 
panties but the resolute look on Mrs Webb’s 
face gave no compromise. The bra was soon 
laying with the rest of her clothes and then she 
was thumbing her panties down and off. She 
was quite, quite naked and stood before the 
angry woman helplessly cowed and feeling 
helplessly inadequate to handle this situation. 


“Hands on your head.” 


Oh this was getting impossible, but she still 
postured her hands on her head as she fought 
the tears of outraged modesty in her eyes. 


“Turn round,” the older woman insisted. 


- Sandra’s back was smooth and her body was 
curvy...the symmetric beauty was now helpless- 
ly under the dominance of the powerful 
woman...Sandra jumped when amazingly cool 
fingers stroked down her sides and then fanned 
out over her bottom... 


“Please...” her voice was small and hushed as 
she begged. 


“Kneel on the bottom of the bed.’ 


She swallowed the dryness from her throat...her 
knees sank into the matteress as she knelt on all 
four’s...her bottom felt very vulnerable right 
now... 


“Head down...right down and dip this.” | 


A hand had stroked over the small of her 
back...strangely, Sandra could not find it in her 
whole being to refuse or argue...like a robot, 
she dipped the small of her back and this caused 
her bottofm to thrust most attractively...the two 
moons, like creamy coloured balloons archly 
rounded and she inwardly sobbed at the indigni- 
ty of the act she was being made to perform. 


‘I think we shall have the knees spread wide...I 
want to see what it is you have there that men 
find so irresistable.’ 


Oh Lord..no...no...please...not this...she silently 
prayed as she eased her knees wider and 
wider... 


And with her bottom so purposefully thrust back 
she realised that she was as defenceless as she 
could be. Undignified and absolutely degraded, 
the lovely Sandra stayed as she had been placed 
whilst Mrs Webb helped herself to the spot that 
‘men had found irresistable’! 


I’m going to be sick, Sandra thought. I am not 
a woman’s woman...and no man has ever done 
this to me...it was ghastly to have a woman 
digitally exploring her body and she being 
unable to do anything about it. One of the 
troubles with this sort of thing is that she might 
easily get turned on, and Mrs Webb did not 
have the wherewithal to help bring the whole 
business to a climaxed fruition!! 


Then Sandra heard a swishing sound...the first 
of many...when she jumped because of the sting, 
that had been ignited across her bottom, she was 
sternly told to regain the pose...and twelve 
times she was forced to make her bottom thrust 
back because twelve times the strap like tawse 
had struck the properly posed buttocks. 


“One a month...until I determine that you have 
paid the price...agree?’ 


“Yes...yes, Mrs Webb,” she sobbed. 


‘I think you and I are going to get to know each 
other very well...very well indeed,’ Mrs Webb 
smiled after she had kissed Sandra on the 
mouth..her hands had fondled Sandra’s breasts 
and the blonde had weakly accepted the caress. 


Who was breaking the rules now? The trouble is 
that Mrs Webb was breaking rules and there 
could be no incrimination. 
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She noticed how her fingers trembled as she 
clipped the suspender belt to secure the taut 
stocking that clung lovingly to her legs. 


She knew that it was not fear that caused her 
fingers to tremble because she had to admit to 
feeling a little bit excited! There was a strange 
feeling in the pit of her tummy that she did not 
understand but it could hardly be a feeling of 
fear. 


Dr Tremlow had made an undisguised promise, 
or was it a threat, that is she did not try harder, 
then he would not hesitate to resort to 
punishing her, and he: had even been open 
enough to tell her that it would be on her bot- 
tom!! She had left him that evening feeling very 
gooey and her whole body had trembled. She 
had tried to analyse the sensations that throbb- 
ed through her and she was honest enough to 
admit that it was not real terror or fear. It was 
not even suggestive of shame or humiliation. 
It was excitement! A young lady of twenty one 
years of age, and as attractive as she was, could 
hardly expect that she would have to resort to 
having her bottom spanked. 


Jane had a talent for music appreciation and 
her fingers could nimbly pluck beautiful music 
from the strings of a harp; that is why he had 
assured her that it would have to be her bot- 
tom that paid the price of her lazy attitude 
sometimes. He would be horrified to punish 
her on her hands and he considered that it 
would be unfair and even cruel to strike the 
fingers that were sometimes able to fill the 
room with the music of the harp. 


The whole of the following week had been fill- 
ed with his promise and his words rang in her 
ears. And why had she tonight made extra 
‚special preparation to attend his private class? 
Her panties had been especially selected for 
their brevity. She rarely wore stockings and she 
rarely attended to her cosmetic preparation as 
she had done tonight. She refused to seek the 
truth of her excitement and she knew she was 
lying to herself when she inwardly though she 
was slightly afraid of what might happen. 


Even when the question entered her head that 
asked herself in wonder whether he would take 
her panties down, she did not realise that she 
was virtually hoping for such an act to occur. 
As she visualised herself in such a state of 
helpless undress, her face reddened noticably 
but it was not embarrassment, it was the same 
emotive excitement that had been causing her 
little turbulences all week. 


She actually had doubts that he would really 


punish her bottom and felt that he had only 
made the thret to get her to improve her ef- 
forts with the harp. She again visualised his 
baton. It was not like a real maestro's baton 
which was normally a small stick; the Dr of 
Music had a much longer and thinner stick. One 
that could easily be transformed into a 
punishing instrument. A heated thrill swept 
through her body at the very idea of that whip- 
py little meter cane striping down on her bared 
bottom. Would he make her bend right over 
or would he place her across the stool on 
which she sat to practise the harp? It would 
all be very humiliating whichever way her body 
posed. And she would have to take her pan- 
ties down, that was for sure. If he really meant 
it when he told her that he would discipline 
her, and had made that unveiled threat tht he 
could not chance damaging her delicate fingers 
then it was obvious that it would be her shapely 
rear that would have to take the consequences 
of lazy attitude towards her music practice. 


The thought struck her that once he had her 
panties down would he expect her to take 
something else off? His idea of discipline might 
include a full exhibition of her whole torso! 
No. That was ridiculous bordering on the im- 
possible, she assured herself and was not cer- 
tain whether she was disappointed at her own 
conclusion. Her steps increased to a faster pace 
as she neared the road in which he lived. Why 
was she in so much of a hurry? 


Jane accepted that the faster pace had increas- 
ed with the fluttering of her own heart beats 
and as she walked she seemed to enhance the 
pressure of her tapering thighs to brush as they 
flashed together with each step she took. She 
could even hear the whispering response to her 
stockings as her legs brushed together as she 
neared the remote house. The house was cer- 
tainly a remote building and before last week 
the fact had never occurred to her that when 
in this residence she would be cut off from 
civilisation nd be alone with the austere Dr 
Tremlow. She gave herself a reassuring smile 
that she was indeed now making a trauma of 
an innocent remark he had made. She had 
worked herself up into an emotion of pure 
heated lather. He had no more interest in her 
than the fact that she could produce a real 
talent when she played her harp, she resolute- 
ly affirmed to herself, and she noticed that 
there was a slight pang of disappointment in 
her mind. He was too wrapped up in his love 
for music to want to have anything to do with 
‘punishing’ her bottom. She was just another 
body to train to an epitome of musical talent. 


Dr Tremlow was looking out of his window 
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at that moment. His baton was bowed almost 
double as he watched the calves hastening 
towards his solitary house. He watched the 
breasts jiggling as she hastily made her way 
down the paved road. He had recalled the ex- 
cited glistening of her eyes when he had told 
her that he would punish her if she produced 
a sloppy attitude with her studies. That sparkle 
of her optics had revealed more of her 
character than she knew. She had not even 
been aware that she had looked a little excited 
at the prospect. So the attractive Jane felt an 
emotion of pleasure did she? He thought grim- 
ly. It would not be difficult to get her to drop 
her panties and lift her skirt...then after the ap- 
plication of the baton across her cutely round- 
ed bottom he would be able to suggest that she 
did other things; quite a lot of other ‘nice’ 
things as a penance. Those breasts for instance 
could do with a,cuddle and tweak of the nip- 
ples. She was not only ready, but it seemed she 
was willing and able! 


‘Come in Jane, you are early this week,” he let 
her know that he was pleased she had taken 
the trouble to get here early. 


He helped her off wth her short coat and from 
behind he was able to see how her breasts 


thrust forward as she reached backwards to let 


her sleeves slip from her arms. He kept her like 
that for several seconds so that it was not a 
fleeting glimpse that he had of shapely titties 
eased fully forward. Yes, most attractive, he 
thought. They would look a lot better without 
all this blouse and brassiere business! 


He let her get herself comfortable and inwardly 
registered the agitation she seemed to be suf- 
fering from. She seemed to have a red face and 
her whole being was under some hidden stress. 


- All the better. She would be bound to make a 


hash of the lesson and then he could forget the 
harp and make similar lines on her bottom. The 
lines of the strings of a harp were vertical; the 
lines he intended to see on her bare bum would 
most certainly be horizontal. He selected a 
piece of music and placed it on the Hi-Fi...she 
was to be the fill-in of the harp...music came 
very softly from the concealed speakers and 
he started to beat out the rhythm with his 
baton. Jane’s eyes had a fixation about that 
baton and her fingers trembled despite the fact 
that she wanted to please him by playing the 
soothing notes correctly. He indicated her time 
to come into the orchestration and then she 
started...plunk...plunk...plunk...and all too 
soon she was making more of a hash than she 
did last week. Even Jane had to accept that it 
was just too awful for words. She saw the baton 
drop to his side and his face pulled into a grim- 
mace that told her that she sounded worse than 
awful. 


She placed her hands over her face and her 
body shivered as though she was cold. 


When, ten minutes later, she was stretched 


over the stool, her panties completely remov- 
ed and her perfectly smooth nates thrusting up 
properly, she had to admit that he was fair by 
giving her two more chances to make the 
grade. She could not, and then in a state of 
twilight misbelief, Jane had slipped her panties 
down and off and had lifted the skirt all the 
way up to her waist...she had delicately plac- 
ed herself across the stool and her hands were 
firmly placed on the floor. When the baton 
rested on her skin, she felt that odd shiver rip- 
ple through her yet again and then the beating 
of the baton took on a different meter...her 
bum felt that sting of measured fire as it swiped 
down and struck her nates at the meatiest 
part...her mouth had opened but she had not 
cried out...and neither did she when the next 
stroke landed barely an inch from the first. But 
when the third emphasised the sheer hotness 
to the preceeding two her voice exclaimed the 
response to pain and her lovely thighs began 
a natural dance to the sensational fire crisply 
filling her bottom. She could feel the hairs of 
her pubes rubbing on the harsh cloth of the 
stool and this seemed to make her feel sexy! 


As she yanked her thighs open and shut she did 
not realise then that she was now exhibiting 
her very softest and intimate soft spots to the 
Dr of music. He brought the cane down a lit- 
tle harder and all the time reminded her that 
this was for her own good and that perhaps 
she ought to have more and more of the same 
treatment each week. She recalled that she 
yowled that she agreed with him and when 
there were a full dozen thin lines draughted 
across her nates, he allowed her to stand. Tears 
she shed, but did not know why. The furnace 
of fire" had brought a sensational state of throb- 
bing that seemed to radiate from her bottom 
down between her legs just as though the heat 
in itself was a caressing agent that stoked up 
the passion fire of her body. 


As she sobbed gently, she felt his releasing the 
buttons of her blouse. Why was she not shock- 
ed!! Why did she stand very still and let him 
take her blouse from her. Even when he slip- 
ped the bra from her body, the reaction of her 
arms was one of complete agreement and co- 
operation. And when he led her up the stairs 
and into the large bedroom with the big dou- 
ble bed in it, why did she walk uninvited to 
the bed and slip between the sheets. And once 
between them, why did she spread her lovely 
thighs wide...and.keep them like that as the Dr 
himself climbed in beside her? - 


And why was it that for some little while after 
she stayed like that as his own clever fingers 
discovered the very parts that she had shown 
him when he had been caning her bottom. 


It was because this was what she had wanted 
to happen ever since he had promised her a 
caning if she did not come up to scratch, that’s 
why. 
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DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn't you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What's Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and ۳۵:5 payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
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